in the little garden, the evenings on the beach.
Working on this familiar canvas, the elaboration became
too great now and it stood out from the rest of his
letter almost like a separate essay.
One afternoon as he was writing thus in his room,
the heat coming in through the half-opened window
suddenly recalled to him with extraordinary clarity
just such hot afternoons on the beach at Pontaillac,
when they had sat together in the shadow of the big
red umbrella, gazing out at the glittering sea that shim-
mered in the heat. The impression was so vivid that he
found complete happiness in lingering over the expres-
sion of it. At the end of one sentence he paused, pen
in mid-air, hesitating for a word. And at this precise
moment, as though it had been predetermined, the
slight mental effort he was making suddenly made him
realize that something had come between Catherine
and himself. It was no longer her wrhom he was addres-
sing; his mind was concerned wholly now with the
turning of a phrase. He realized that something in him
had changed, that he was beginning to forget her. And
at the realization that time and absence were over-
coming their love, that the means employed by their
parents to separate them would end by being success-
ful, a sudden surge of despairing courage swept through
him. No matter if for a moment the goal was hidden
from sight! If the difficulties of the ascent were such
as wholly to absorb his attention, nevertheless he
would continue to climb blindly, instinctively upwards.
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